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PRELUDE 


EFORE  you  sing  to  other  ears  than  ours,  Bookling,  a  word  with  you. 

Try  to  introduce  yourself  respectfully  to  the  fathers  and  mothers  and 
teachers  of  the  children  to  whom  you  go,  that  they  may  sympathize  with  what 
you  have  tried  to  do.  Tell  them  your  heart  has  bidden  you  sing  of  the  trees 
and  flowers  and  birds  in  the  sunny  islands  of  the  sea  where  nothing  is  known 
of  winter  or  spring,  snowflakes  or  apple  blossoms,  buttercups,  oak  trees,  or 
robins. 

Many  things  in  this  summer-land  are  dear  to  children  in  other  countries,  crabs  and  fishes,  shells, 
crickets,  linnets,  doves,  and  some  of  the  flowers,  and  these  you  sing  about,  too;  but  you  like  best  to 
lead  the  children  into  the  beautiful  story  of  the  rice,  as  it  is  told  in  the  changing  fields,  or,  in  the  shade 
of  the  banyan  tree,  to  sing  of  land  shells,  mynah  birds,  or  lantana.  You  have  sung  very  happily 
here  at  home,  and  some  of  the  children  in  our  town  have  sung  a  few  of  your  songs  with  you. 

You  have  tried  to  sing  not  too  high  and  not  too  low  for  children’s  voices,  and  to  use  words  and 
ideas  not  too  hard,  whether  for  babies  in  kimonos,  or  babies  in  queues,  or  bright-eyed  little  folk  whose 
parents  worked  and  played  in  the  far  Madeira  Isles,  or  sweet-voiced  Hawaiians,  or  the  many  Anglo- 
Saxon  children  in  our  island  homes. 

You  have  tried  to  be  true  both  to  nature  and  to  spirit  in  your  expression.  Sometimes  the  words 
have  sung  themselves  to  you,  and  sometimes  the  music  has  whispered  the  words,  and  sometimes,  you 
know,  the  music  wasn’t  wholly  yours.  Pray,  don’t  forget  to  acknowledge  the  tune  the  turtle-dove 
gave  you  that  Sunday  morning,  and  be  sure  to  give  the  crickets  their  due,  especially  the  one  who 
sat  on  the  piano  as  critic  while  you  played  him  his  song.  Mr.  Mud-wasp,  the  mason,  must  have 
your  best  bow  for  his  tune,  and  if  you  think  Mr.  Bumble  Bee  would  feel  hurt  to  be  left  out,  why 
acknowledge  his  suggestions  as  well.  And  the  crab  —  well,  what  could  we  do  without  friends? 

Now  what  about  critics?  You,  my  dear,  should  never  have  been  allowed  to  leave  home  had 
you  not  first  met  the  gaze  of  more  than  one  musician.  Mr.  M.  G.  Beckwith  of  Tennessee  looked 
over  a  few  songs,  and  later  Mr.  Oscar  Herold  of  Honolulu  examined  the  most  of  the  manuscript. 
To  both  of  these  gentlemen  you  must  express  your  thanks  and  mine,  too.  But  give  our  especial 
thanks  to  our  friend  Miss  Cordelia  Clymer,  who,  by  her  careful  scrutiny  of  the  manuscript,  frank 
criticism,  and  hearty  encouragement,  has  been  of  the  greatest  and  most  appreciated  help.  Beside  all 
this  we  owe  much  to  others  for  many  “little  nameless,  unremembered  acts  of  kindness”  —  acts  surely 
not  unremembered  by  us. 

Go  now,  Bookling,  and  sing  your  songs.  Face  your  critics  bravely.  They  will  do  you  good, 
and  none  will  mean  to  be  unkind,  for  you  yourself  are  but  a  child. 


ARCADIA,  ON  A  DAY  IN  JUNE 


SECOND  PRELUDE 


♦ 

You  came  in  flushed  and  happy  from 
your  morning  play,  Bookling,  showing  you 
had  had  a  good  time.  You  needed  a  bit 
of  tidying,  but  now,  in  your  fresh  pinafore, 
run  out  again  into  the  sun  and  wind.  And, 
there's  a  good  child,  take  some  new  songs 
and  pictures  with  you,  —  and  mind  you- 
share  them  with  the  neighbors'  children! 
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Mother  and  Baby 


Not  too  fast 
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Out  in  the  sum-mer  day  un-der  the  blue.  Cheer-i  -  ly,  cheer- i  -  ly  swing  to  and  fro; 

Will-ing  at  last  gold-en  heart  to  dis-close,  Flut-ters  white  pet-als  down  o  -  ver  the  two- 

Wealthof  the  ba  -  by  can  nev- er,  be  told.  Neck-lace  of  i  -  vo-ry,  ba- by’s  white  arm  s; 

Is  ba -by  more  than  a  dream  of  de-light?  Wake  not,  oh,  wake  ye  not  ba  -  by  or  dream, 

0  -  pen  too  quick-ly  the  sweet-est  of  flowJrs.  Ba  -  by-hood,  ba  -  by-hood  lasts  but  a  day. 
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I  have  sought  in  vain  thy  web,  Now  I  will  be  bold. 


Tell  me,  dost  thou 
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I  -  dling-  time  a  -  way?  “Look  a  -  gain,  my  com  -  rade,  For  a  web  is 
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Making  a  Lei 
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a  grass  for  thread  and  nee  -  die; 

the  gin  -  ger,  white  and  glist  -  ’ning, 

be  -  rose  and  steph  -  an  o  tis, 

o’  -  clock  and  morn  -  ing  -  glo  -  ries, 

a  grass  for  thread  and  nee  -  die, 


Let  us  crown  her  when  it’s  done. 

Full  of  sweets  as  it  can  hold. 

How  their  fra-grance  fills  the  air! 

Pink  and  vi  -  o  -  let  and  blue. 

And  we’ll  crown  her  now  it’s  done. 
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The  Fish 
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{The  Child )  1.  Lit  -  tie  fish, 

2.  Think  I’ve  heard 

3.  Are  you  bright, 
(The  Fish)  4.  Swim-ining  school 

*5.  Seek  -  ing  food 
6.  Well  you  wish, 
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How  I 

wish 

I 

could 

swim 

like 

you! 

Swish, 

swish, 

swish, 

Mam-  ina 

say 

That 

you 

have 

a 

school. 

Have 

I 

erred? 

As  you 

look, 

Flash 
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tail? 

Can 
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write, 

Has  its 
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turn 

Sweet  and 

good, 

Out 
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Swift 
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Like  a 

fish 

How 
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swim, 

you 

knew. 

See 
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swish, 
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The  Centipede 
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foot-stool,  Mis-ter  Cen-ti-pede?  Will  you  have  some  mu-  sic,  Or  a  book  to  read? 
fraid,for,  Fast  as  you  can  crawl,  My  two  legs  run  fast-er  Than  your  hundred  all! 
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The  Hala  Tree 
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Not  too  fast  —  ch  eerfully 
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1.  Here  it  stands,  the  spi  -  ral  tree, 

2.  Gath- er  up  the  fall-en  leaves; 
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Twist- ing  up -ward,  strong  and  free, 
These  our  moth-  er  braids  and  weaves, 
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Spin-y- leaved, but  hold-ing  sweet  Flow’rs  to  smell  and  fruit  to  eat.  A  -  a  -  la,  a  -  a  -  la,  A  ■ 
Mak-ing  large  and  lit  -  tie  mats,  Fans,  and  bags  for  school, and  hats.  A  -  lo  -  ha,  a  -  lo  -  ha,  He 
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a  -  la  ka 
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ha  -  la!  We  smell  thee, we  eat  thee,  A  -  a  -  la  ka  ha-la! 
ha -la!  We  joy  -  ful  -  ly  greet  thee  He  wai  wai  ka  ha-la! 
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St.  Valentine’s  Day 
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nev  -  er  can  tell;  May  -  be  she’ll  guess  By  my  help  -  ing  as 
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well. 


Give  her  this  pan  -  sy  And  say,  if  you  please, 
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much,  in  -  deed,  it  some  -  times  seems,  As  if  he  were  three  boys. 

Bum  -  ble  is  his  giv  -  en  name,  The  rea  -  son’s  clear,  you  see._ 
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Mother’s  Jewels 
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Ha  -  by’s  arms  so  white  and  dim  -  pled,  Round  her  neck  in  slum-ber  laid. 

Ha  -  by’s  head  of  gold-en  ring  -  lets  Ly  -  ing  gen-tly  there  at  rest. 

When  you  see  our  pre-cious  ba  -  by  You  will  nev-er  won-der  why. 
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The  Sea  Shell 
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For 

here 

to  me 
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side 

the 
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This 
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Now 

far 

from  home 

The 

break 
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foam 
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bout 
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sand._ 

But 
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I 

lean 

my  ear 

And 
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can 

hear 

The 
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of 

the 

deep  — 
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they  in  turn  with  weeks  do  fly,  Un  -  til  a  monthor  twois  oer,  And  then  a  year,  and  then  a  score-That 
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The  Mynah  Bird 
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In  moderate  time 


The  Crickets 
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The  Grandpa  Tree 


With  marked  rhythm 
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1. Wr ink-led  and  old  is  the  Grand- pa  Tree, His  beard  is  sweep-ing  the  ground; 

2.  Swing  on  the  beard  of  the  Grand-pa  Tree,  Then  climb  where  none  can  be  seen; 

3.  Wear- y?  then  rest  on  the  Grand -pa  Tree, His  arms  are  might-y  to  hold; 
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Twen  -  ty  small  chil-dren  must 
Hide-and  -go  -  seek  is  a 
Rug-ged  and  rough  though  his 


join  their  hands  To  clasp  his  bod-y  a  -  round, 
rare  good  game  With  -  in  his-  dress-ing  gown  green, 
side  may  be,  His  heart  will  nev-er  grow  old. 
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Waking  to  Wings 
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1.  Hush-  a  -  by,  lull  -  a  -  by,  Swing  in  your  cra-dlehigh, 

2.  Gen-tly  rest, sweet- ly  rest,  Up  in  the  tree-top  nest, 
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tie  blue  egg  of  the  brown my-nah  bird;  Sweet-ly  rest, gen-tly  rest,  Gods  way  is  al-waysbest, 
tie  co-coon  on  the  palm  leaf-let  strong;  By- low- bye,  by -low-bye,  Life  that  is  past  must  die, 
shall  a  -  wak-en  to  won-der-ful  things;  Bean blos-som, but  -  ter-fly,  Bird  and,  be-yond  the  sky, 
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Here  where  I  place  you  be  -  neath  the  warm  sod. 

Sleep  till  the  new  life  with  -  in  thee  has  stirred. 

Vi  -  sions  of  beau  -  ty  shall  wake  thee  ere  long. 

Child  an  -  gel  glad  in  the  glo  -  ry  of  wings. 
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Songs  of  the  Rice 


1.  THE  PLOWING 


With  spirit 
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time  to  plow;  Come 
fore  the  plows  They 
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3.  THE  PLANTING 
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8.  THE  MILL  WHEEL 
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1.  I  know  a  flow’r  of 

2.  Here,  ’tis  a  dash  of 

8.  Here  it  is  green,  and 

4.  Now  if  the  tale  is 
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true  we’re  told. 
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Thanksgiving  Day 
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all  thetreesand  flow’rsthat  grow  With  not  a  frost  to  bid  them  pass. 
ta-ro  we  are  dail  -  y  fed,  And  all  the  rice  fields’ gold-en  grain. 
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Father, we  thankThee;  Father, we thankThee;  Father  in  heaven, we  thank  Thee. 
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“Father,  we  thank  thee; 

Father, we  thank  thee; 

Father  in  Heaven,  we  thank  the 


We  thank  thee  for  our  island  home, 
Its  kindly  sun,  its  summer  seas, 
Its  gentle  rain,  its  balmy  breeze, 
And  clouds  as  light  as  ocean  foam. 


We  thank  thee  for  the  soft  green  grass 
That  never  hides  beneath  a  snow; 

For  all  the  trees  and  flowers  that  grow 
With  not  a  frost  to  bid  them  pass. 


We  thank  thee  for  the  sugar-cane, 
And  coffee  berries  ripe  and  red, 
And  taro  we  are  daily  fed, 

And  all  the  rice  fields’ golden  grain. 


“Father,  we  thank  thee; 

Father,  we  thank  thee; 

Father  in  Heaven,  we  thank  thee’.’ 
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The  Sleeping  Trees 
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1.  Now  the  trees  are  sleep-ing,  One  by  one; 

2.  Cribs  nor  era- dies  have  they,  Sleep -y  trees; 

3.  Some  their  leaves  areclos  -  ing,  (Eyes  they’ve  none,) 
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The  Lizard  on  the  Wall 
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There’s  a _ la  -  dy_  liz  -  ard  grey 

By  and  by  I _  went  a- gain 

Once  a- gain  I _ chancedto  be 
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Lives  on  the  old  stone  wall.-  What  do  you  think  I _ found  one  day,  Roundand  white  and  small? 

Out  to  the  old  stone  wall.  What  do  you  think  I _ found  there  then,  Try-inghard  to  crawl? 

Out  by  the  old  stone  wall.  What  do  you  think?  the  liz-ards  three  Had  de-part-ed  all, 
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Three  lit  -  tie  eggs  of  the  liz- ard  grey  Laid  in  a  hole 


o 

in  the  wall. 

Threelit-tle  liz-ards  with  -  in  their  den  Sun-ningthem-selves  on  the  wall. 
Leav-ing  their moth-er,  for  -  lorn  to _  see,  All,  all  a  -  lone  on  the  wall. 
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My  Heart’s  a  little  Bird-Cage 
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hap-py,  hap-py,  hap  -  py,  I’m  hap-py,  hap-py,  hap  -  py!”Doth  sing  my  lit  -  tie  bird. 
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1.  Splash,  dash,  Wi-terdropssplash,Givemeaclean,newface.  Soap  and  sand,  Scrub  my  hand 

2.  Donotrush,  Comb  and  brush  All  may  have  in  turn.  Smooth,  smooth,  Brushand  smooth, 

3.  White,  white,  Shin  -  ing  bright, Teeth  andnailsmust  be.  Clean, bare  feet,  Cloth -ing  neat, 
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So  I  cantakemy  place  With  -  in  the  ring  And  gai  -  ly  sing  A  glad  good-day_to  all. 

Neat -ness  we  must  learn. Then  on  the  ringWe’ll  gai  -  ly  sing  A  glad  good -day_  to  all. 

This  is  what  we  see,  When  on  the  ring  We  gai  -  ly  sing  A  glad  good-day_  to  all. 
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The  Linnet 
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For  I  want  to  try  To  sing-  like  you,  In-deed  I 


do.  Lin-net, please  don’t  fly. 
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The  Crab 


Not  too  fast 
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The  Peanut  Boat 


Ot-  . - 1 - ^ - n  x  j  . 

— < — — - 

 j — K-— : — 

sr 

w  m  n  n 

)  Of 

a  m  ,i  » 

\ 

&  . 

i  n  wr^ 

1)  S' ir  n 

>  n 

1 

)  m  •  "*w 

W-  -+-  -V-  -  —  - 

'-V — ^  -  -  r  -  •i . 

— V — J - L 

-V . -  - 

w 

4 1 — ^---=3 

cure  and  well!  Pa  -  per  sails  IVe  made  for  it,  Through  the  gales  now  see  it  flit. 
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Cradle  Song 
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pleas-ure  and  play,  All  liv-ing  is  lov-ingand  pleas-ure  and  play.” 


5- 69-68228- 73 


54 


The  Land  Shells 
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Sleeps  my  bon  -  nie 
Swings  my  dar  -  ling 
Far  be  -  low  my 
Hush  -  a  -  by  my 
Hush,  my  lit  -  tie 
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ba  -  by, 
ba  -  by, 
ba  -  by, 
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Hon  -  ey  bees  with  drow-sy  tune  Buzz  a  -  bout  my 

Sing  its  ere- scent  leaves  a  song,  Weird  and  sweet  to 

Where  the  rag- ged  li  -  chens  grow,  Lul  -  la  -  by,  my 
Dream- y  is  -  lands,  one,  two,  three,  Wrappd  in  haze,  my 

Seeks  her  ti  -  ny  stars,  and  soon  Just  like  you,  my 
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Bloom  -  ing  cheeks  and  neck 
Bids  good  night  the  tur 


Sweets  are  here  be  -  yond  com -pare, 

Sail  the  sleep -y  clouds  a  -bove 
Skips  the  kid  of  foot  so  fleet,  Hark,  his  moth  -  er  hears 

Soft  -  ly  on  her  heav- ing  breast,  Feath  -  ’ry  cloud-lets  for 

They  will  all  in  Dream-land  be,-  Stars  and  isles  a  -  cross 


so  fair: 
tie  dove, 
him  bleat, 
a  nest, 
the  sea. 
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Buzz  a  -  way,  you  bees,  nor  dare  To  steal  a  kiss  from  ba-  by. 

Twi -light  leans  on  earth  in  love,  Lul-la-by,  my  ba-by. 
And  to  la-va  rock  re-treat  Leads  her  frisk-y  ba-by. 

O-  cean’s  ba-bies  lie  at  rest,  Like  my  pre-cious  ba-by. 

Cloud  and  kid  and  bird  and  bee  All  will  sleep  with  ba-by. 
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Day  Before  Christmas 


With  marked  time  as  for  a  two- step. 
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come  let  us  bring  Gifts  of  our  mak-ing  to  those  that  are  dear. 

Je  -  sus  our  King,  Je  -  sus  was  born  on  that  first  Christ-mas  day. 

giv  -  ing  to  all,  Do-ing  the  work  that  God  gave  Him  to  do. 

this  of  all  days,  Christ-mas  the  birth-day  of  Je  -  sus  our  King. 
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will  not  speak  to  me;-  You  fly  and  scream  Like  an  e  -  vil  dream,  Mau-ka  from  the  sea! 
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The  Brownie  Baby 
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after  last  verse 


Good- night,  Mynah  Bird 


Not  too  slow 
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Ban- van  is  a  Ba-be 
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lan-yan  is  a  Ba-bel  quite;  Good- night, 
You  must  scold  with  all  your  might! 

St  range  that  noth- ing  seems  to  please! 

Go  to  sleep  and  be  con  -  tent! 


my-nah  bird,  Noi-sy,  noi-sy  bird! 
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Not  too  briskly 
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I  know  a  lit  -  tie  trav  -  el  -  er  Who  tra-vels  far  and  wide,  Yet 

Her  house  is  paint  -  ed  daint  -  y  brown,  Has  curv-ing  halls  and  dome;  A 


0 

Jl 

K 

— «=====: 

K 

y 

\ 

) 

\ 

V 

v 

, ) 

 * 

’  

i 

1 

t 

■  ) 

) 

I 

i  - 

/  U 

) 

z  w  .  w 

B  / 

\ 

1  ^  9 

—j - W ~ 

/ 

/  ^ 

-7 - w - V - 

-n 9 

tho’  she’s  al  -  wa} 
house -keep  -  er  de 

- w  ^ 

ys  on  the  road  Her  hoi 

-  vo  -  ted  she,  Though  ’roi 

Wr 

use  is 
ind  th 

all  he 

e  world  sh 

r  pride.  How 
e  roam.  For 

- a 

J - 

HOl  4 

i ^ 

- 4 

9 - c 

S 

i 

B 

- J - a 

^  ^ 

-) - 

Any  »  w  ii9 

• 

m  x  ^ 

■ _ ^ 

w w 

^7 

T 

'  p  l 

r 

r 

_ A _ _ 

r  ■ 

r  7 

,i 

— 

if 

c 

y 

9  * 

w 

p 

i 

IP 

■ 

r - 

- 

m 


ji  ji 


i 


m 


>  FTlf 


STHENT  WALK  OF  THEf^NAfLR 


ever  many  miles  she  goes,  At  home  shedoes  a-bide. 
tell  me,  is  it  not  quite  true, The  snail’s  always  at  home. 
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With  increasing  intensity  of  feeling 
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3.  Sleep,  Ba-  by,  sleep,  Thy  moth-er’s  eyes  may  weep  In  sor-  row  sore,  her 

4.  Sleep,  Ba- by,  sleep,  Tho’  wolves  may  tear  the  sheep,  Tho’ the  world  in  black-est 
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heart  may  leap  With  fear  or  pain  for  words  too  deep, But  thou,  Ba-  by^,  sleep, 

sin  may  steep,  And  the  stars  be  lost  in  storm  -  clouds  deep,  Sleep, Ba- by,  sleep. 
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Twas  when  the  day  was  new, 
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BELLS 
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1.  Un-der  the  palm  tree  the  church  bells  are  ring--  ing,  Tell-ing  the  peo-ple  ’tis  Thanks-giv-ing  Day; 

2.  O-ver  the  rice  fields  the  rice  birds  are  wing- ing-,  My-nahs  and  sparrows  are  wing- ing  their  way; 

3.  Out  on  the  o  -  cean  the  sail-boats  are  swing-ing,Swing-ing  and  sail-ing  so  far,  far  a  -  way; 
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Call-ing  the  chil_  dren  to  join  them  in  sing- ing,  Bid- ding  them  praise  and  bid- ding  them  pray 

Thank-ful  to  God  for  the  har-vest  He’s  bring- ing,  Bring-ing  to  birds  and  chil-dren  at  play. 

Nev-er  so  far  but  that  heart  bells  are  ring- ing,  Ring- ing  for  joy  on  Thanksgiv-ing  Day. 
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The  Jack-o’-Lantern  Tree 
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1 .  Do  you  know  it,  can  you  guess  it?  Guess  the 

2.  Plant  a  seed,  a  year  of  mag  -  ic Lo!  the 

3.  If  you  leave  the  jack  -  o’  -  lan  -  tern  Hang-ing 
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The  Sunflower 
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With  courtesy 
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1.  La  -  dy  Sun-flow’r,  queen  -  ly,  state  -  ly,  We  would  greet  you,  one  and  all. 

2.  Pri  -  thee  tell  us,  La  -  dy  Sun- f low’r,  Why  you’re  al  -  ways  bright  and  glad, 

3.  Pri  -  thee  tell  us,  La  -  dy  Sun-flow’r,  Why  the  bees  all  love  you  so, 
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Pri  -  thee  tell 
Why  your  smile 
Why  they  al  -  ways 


is 


La  -  dy  Sun-flow’r,  How  you  grew  so 
al  -  ways  kind  -  ly,  Why  your  face  is 
seek  your  hon  -  ey,  Why  you  nev  -  er 


straight  and  tall, 
nev  -  er  sad. 
say  them  no. 


’Tis 

’Tis 

’Tis 


be-cause  I 
be-cause  I 
be-cause  I 
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TALE  OF  THE  TARO 


A  taro  grew  in  a  taro  patch; 

Its  head  was  covered  with  hair  like  thatch, 

And  it  plunged  it  deep  in  its  bed  of  mud, 

And  spoke  with  a  voice  like  a  deep,  dull  thud, 

“I  know  that  this  is  the  place  for  me, 

Although  you  think  that  I  cannot  see. 

I  stand  on  my  head  while  you  stand  on  your  feet, 
But  I  do  this  that  you  may  have  plenty  to  eat. 
You  may  think  what  I  say  is  all  very  queer, 

But  see  what  I’ll  do  in  the  course  of  a  year.” 

Then  up  through  the  mud  came  smooth  and  clean 
The  leaves  of  the  taro,  tender,  green. 

They  were  cool  to  the  touch,  as  the  boy  found  out 
When  the  sun  beat  down  on  a  day  of  drought. 
And  when  the  night  brought  a  shower  of  rain 


STORY  OF 

Supper  is  ready  for  you  and  me; 

Will  you  have  sugar  in  cambric  tea? 

Yes,  if  you  please,  and,  while  we  drink, 

Put  on  your  thinking-cap  and  think, 

See  if  you  know  and  can  quickly  tell 
Whence  comes  the  sugar  we  like  so  well. 

Why,  out  of  the  ground  beneath  our  feet 
Comes  the  sugar  so  white  and  sweet. 

But  first  it  lies  in  the  sugar  cane, 

Planted  in  joints  in  a  well-ploughed  plain. 

Water  is  brought  to  it  in  a  flume, 

And  sunshine  helps  it  to  grow  and  bloom. 


He  found  the  taro  his  friend  again, 

For  a  leaf  had  gathered  and  held  for  him 
A  bowl  of  water  full  to  the  brim. 

He  stooped  and  drank  and  was  pleased  to  see 
The  water-drops  run  fast  and  free 
Like  mercury,  leaving  the  surface  dry; 

And  he  rubbed  his  eyes  and  wondered  why. 

Now  the  taro  grew  both  night  and  day, 

While  the  boy  was  sleeping  or  at  play. 

At  last  he  found  that  the  year  was  done, 

For  the  earth  had  journeyed  around  the  sun. 
Then  the  taro  called  out  from  its  dark,  muddy  bed, 
“Pull  me  up,  little  boy,  if  you  wish  to  be  fed.” 
Sure  enough,  in  a  year  it  had  made  its  word  good 
And  offered  the  boy  an  abundance  of  food. 


THE  SUGAR 

Into  the  ground  grow  long,  brown  roots, 

Out  of  the  ground  grow  young,  green  shoots, 
Up  and  up  in  the  sun  and  air 
Till  there  are  tassels  fine  and  fair. 

Then  it  is  cut  and  sent  to  the  mill, 

Piled  on  the  cars  as  high  as  a  hill. 

Crushed  and  crushed  by  the  grinding  slow, 
Rivers  of  juice  begin  to  flow; 

Boiled  and  boiled  in  a  monster  vat, 

Now  it  is  candy  as  black  as  a  hat; 

Boiled  and  boiled  in  a  fearful  heat, 

Washed  and  dried  into  crystals  sweet, 

Here  at  the  last  ’tis  the  sugar  we  see, 

Ready  for  use  in  our  cambric  tea. 
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AT  WAIKIKI 


Morning  shimmers  upon  the  sea, 
Leahi  glimmers;  at  Waikiki 
The  waves  are  rollicking  merrily, 
And  my  mother  loves  me. 


When  the  sun  has  sunk  to  rest, 
Waianae  is  cloud  caressed; 
Mynahs  hasten  ever  west, 
Children  know  that  home  is  best. 


When  the  sky  has  lost  its  gold, 
When  the  stormy  winds  blow  cold, 
When  Ocean’s  voice  is  bold, 

When  the  shadows  grim  appear, 


When  the  night  is  dark  and  drear, 
In  our  seaside  cottage  here 
Mother  sits  and  sings  to  me  — 
Oh!  how  she  comforts  me. 


Morning  shimmers  upon  the  sea, 
Leahi  glimmers;  at  Waikiki 
The  waves  are  rollicking  merrily, 
And  my  mother  loves  me. 


THE  FALLEN  NEST 


’Twas  a  little  brown  rice-bird,  glad  and  gay, 
That  built  her  nest  in  the  orange  tree. 
There  were  long  green  grasses,  wisps  of  hay, 
And  sugar-cane  blossoms  soft  and  grey 

In  the  rice-bird’s  nest  in  the  orange  tree. 


’Twas  a  beautiful  nest,  but  loosely  made, 
That  rice-bird’s  nest  in  the  orange  tree; 
But  the  bird  was  too  happy  to  be  afraid, 

And  before  ’twas  done  an  egg  was  laid 

In  the  rice-bird’s  nest  in  the  orange  tree; 


She  had  labored  in  love,  but  ah!  not  well, 
That  rice-bird  wee,  in  the  orange  tree. 
A  wind  came  rushing,  and,  sad  to  tell, 

It  shook  the  nest  and  down  it  fell,  — 

The  rice-bird’s  nest  in  the  orange  tree. 


♦♦ 


BABY'S 

Dear  little  pillow,  so  soft  and  white, 

List  to  a  secret  of  pure  delight. 

Soothed  into  slumber  a  baby  will  lie 
Light  on  thy  breast,  while  a  lullaby 
Sweet  as  the  message  the  south  winds  blow 
Baby’s  young  mother  will  murmur  low. 

Go  to  her,  tell  her  that  you’ll  be  true, 

True  to  the  trust  she  will  give  to  you. 

Tell  her  the  delicate  down  you  bring 
Was  gathered  all  from  a  cherub’s  wing. 


PILLOW 

Tell  her  that  you  were  made  soft  and  warm 
All  for  the  touch  of  the  baby’s  form. 

Tell  her  you’ll  nestle  him  while  he  sleeps, 
Tell  her  you’ll  comfort  him  while  he  weeps, 
Secrets  you’ll  keep  for  him,  hide  his  tears, 
Sorrows  you’ll  smother,  and  ghostly  fears. 
Go,  little  pillow,  so  soft  and  white, 

Bid  a  good  morrow,  and  bid  a  good  night. 
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PLAYING  LADY 


Let  us  play  lady  and  go  out  to  call, 

Your  house  the  pepper  tree,  mine  the  stone  wall. 
First  we  must  dress  up  as  ladies  all  do, 

Dainty  as  can  be  from  bonnet  to  shoe! 


Leaves  of  the  breadfruit  we’ll  pin  to  the  waist, 
Making  us  overskirts  dainty  in  taste; 
Monkey-pod  twigs  will  make  elegant  trains; 

Lets  of  ilirna  will  look  like  gold  chains. 


Orange  leaves  bruised  make  a  handkerchief  scent; 
Fig  leaves,  our  bonnets,  when  properly  bent; 
Ferns  will  be  feathers  —  they’re  always  in  curl; 
Tuberoses,  ornaments  gleaming  like  pearl. 


Here’s  a  kamani  leaf,  best  for  a  fan; 

Find  me  a  parasol  now,  if  you  can. 

No  castor  oil  leaf?  Why,  that  is  too  bad. 
Still,  a  papaia  leaf  is  to  be  had. 


Tie  up  your  shoe  with  a  ribbon  of  grass; 

Look  at  yourself  in  the  brook  as  you  pass. 

Now  we  are  ready  to  go  out  to  call, 

Your  house  the  pepper  tree,  mine  the  stone  wall. 


STEAMER  DAY 


This,  you  know,  is  steamer  day, 
So  the  grown-up  people  say. 

We  must  hurry  off  our  mail 
And  go  to  see  the  steamer  sail. 


There  beside  the  wharf  she  lies, 
’Tis  a  ship  a  monster  size. 
Cargo’s  piled  upon  the  ground, 
People  crowd  us  all  around. 


In  the  harbor  little  boys 
Dive  for  nickels.  Midst  the  noise 
Now  the  band  begins  to  play 
Music  sad  and  music  gay. 


Women  come  with  lets  to  sell, 

Tokens  of  a  fond  farewell; 

Friends  are  wreathed  from  top  to  toe, 

What  a  bright  and  pretty  show! 

Some  are  sad  to  go  from  home; 

Some  are  glad  the  world  to  roam; 

Tears  have  some,  and  some  have  smiles, 

Sailing  from  our  tropic  isles. 

There’s  the  gong  that  bids  us  part; 
Soon  the  steamer  is  to  start; 

“Clear  the  gangway!”  comes  the  call; 
We  must  hurry,  one  and  all. 

Since  you’re  going  far  away, 

Wear  for  me  this  maile  lei; 

Toss  me  back  a  flower  to  keep, 

While  you  sail  the  ocean  deep. 


Hark,  “  Aloha  Oe ”  the  band 
Softly  plays,  and  now  the  grand 
Hymn  “  Hawaii  Ponoi.  ” 

Fare  you  well  across  the  sea. 
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SANTA  CLAUS  IN  HAWAII 


How  will  Santa  Claus  come,  I  wonder, 
Here  midst  the  tropic  trees? 

How?  Can  his  reindeer  swim,  I  wonder, 
Over  the  mighty  seas? 

Down  from  America? 

Down  from  Siberia  ? 

Down  from  the  North  Pole?  Please? 


How  will  Santa  Claus  dress,  I  wonder, 
Here  ’neath  the  summer  sun? 

Will  he  wear  a  fur  coat,  I  wonder? 

’Twouldn’t  be  any  fun! 

Hot,  as  hot  as  a  boy’s  big  sweater; 
Think  I’ll  write  him  a  friendly  letter 
To  wear  a  linen  one! 


What  will  Santa  Claus  bring,  I  wonder, 

Here  to  this  June-day  land? 

Skates  and  sleds  and  sleigh-bells?  wonder! 

That  would  be  hard  to  stand! 

No  mittens  or  overcoats, 

Or  gay  mufflers  for  our  throats! 

But  surf-boards  or  parasols  —  grand ! 

Ah,  will  Santa  Claus  come,  I  wonder? 

Yes,  there’s  nothing  so  sure. 

What’s  distance  or  climate!  Yet  ’tis  a  wonder 
Christmases  so  endure! 

Ah,  but  there’s  love  enough, 

Though  the  world’s  old  and  tough,  — 

Love  overflowing  and  pure! 


IF  I’D  BEEN  BORN  A  BIRD  WITH  WINGS 


If  I’d  been  born  a  bird  with  wings, 
Harken  you, 

A  little  bird  that  wings  and  sings 
’Cross  the  blue, 

I’ll  tell  you  some  of  all  the  things 
That  I’d  do. 


I’d  wake  the  children,  one  and  all, 
Just  at  day, 

And  ’neath  their  windows  gaily  call 
“Come  away, 

The  sun  is  making  shadows  tall, 
Come  and  play!” 


And  then  almost  to  Heaven  I’d  fly, 
There  to  sing 

A  song  that  God  would  know  me  by, 
For  I’d  bring, 

In  daily  joyous  melody, 

Thanksgiving. 


And  then  I’d  visit  some  one  sad, 
Sick  and  lone, 

And  sing  a  song  to  make  him  glad, 
Stop  his  moan, 

Bring  back  the  courage  once  he  had 
All  his  own. 


I’d  gather  grass  and  build  a  nest 
In  a  tree; 

I’d  find  a  mate,  the  very  best 
One  for  me; 

And  there  in  peace  and  love  we’d  rest, 
Happy  we! 


MY  LOST  LAMB 


A  dear,  dainty  lambkin  was  once  my  own. 

She  gambolled  in  glee  on  the  green; 

All  her  wants  were  made  known 
In  the  tenderest  tone; 

Her  fleece  was  of  silken  sheen. 


No  longer  a  dear  little  lamb  have  I; 

No  longer  —  I  almost  could  weep. 
“What,”  you  ask  with  a  sigh, 

“Did  the  lambkin  die?” 

Oh,  no, —  but  now  she’s  a  sheep ! 


♦♦ 


PLUMARIA 


Pretty  plumaria  shines  like  a  star, 

Dropped  on  the  earth  from  the  heaven  so  far, 
Glowing  all  golden  and  white  at  my  feet, 

Wet  with  the  morning  dew,  sweet,  oh,  sweet! 


Here  on  the  tree  reaching  over  my  head, 
Brother  and  sister  stars  widely  outspread! 
Come  to  me,  pretty  stars,  come,  I  entreat, 
Precious  plumarias,  sweet,  so  sweet! 


Then  I’ll  up-gather  you,  stars,  every  one. 
Flowers  that  are  fairer  I  know  there  are  none; 
String  you  together,  a  long  lei  complete, 

Give  you  to  mother  —  like  you  —  sweet,  oh,  sweet 


THE  GRASS 


I’m  playing  I’m  the  grass,  to-day, 

Now  watch  and  see  me  grow, 

While  soft  I  creep  now  here,  now  there, 
Put  hand  and  foot  out  so. 


I  take  firm  hold  of  Mother  Earth 
With  all  my  little  roots, 

For  she  feeds  them  and  they  feed  me 
And  all  my  tender  shoots. 


They  feed  in  turn  the  mooly  cow, 
The  calf  and  lambkin  white, 

The  horse  and  colt,  that  graze  about 
From  morning  until  night. 


All  day  I  bask  beneath  the  sun, 
That  smiling  rides  so  high; 

At  night  I  drink  the  dew  and  sleep 
Beneath  the  starry  sky. 

I  like  to  play  I  am  the  grass, 

And  yet  I’d  rather  be, 

When  bedtime  comes,  the  little  boy 
You  hold  upon  your  knee! 


POSTLUDE 


In  the  anthems  of  the  forest, 

In  the  nurs’ry  songs  of  brooks, 
Mighty  volumes  of  the  ocean, 

And  the  meadows’  picture  books, 


Lies  a  tale  of  holy  beauty 
Written  once  and  aye  the  same; 
List’ning,  can  you  fail  its  meaning? 
Reading,  miss  the  Author’s  name  ? 


NOTES 


T  is  with  some  hesitation  that  one 
gives  suggestions  as  to  the  manner 
of  singing  or  playing  with  children, 
since  so  much  of  the  usefulness  of 
songs  and  games  lies  in  the  spon¬ 
taneity  with  which  children  enter 
into  them.  Here,  too,  is  a  good 
chance  for  cultivating  the  imagina¬ 
tion,  and  kindergartners  are  often 
surprised  by  an  originality  of  ideas  on  the  part  of  children 
that  quite  eclipses  their  own  carefully  planned  representa¬ 
tions. 

A  friend  of  mine,  who  has  used  a  few  of  these  songs  in 
her  Child-Garden,  has  told  me  of  delightful  instances  of 
this  sort. 

“Miss  Mary,  let  us  play  Grandpa  Tree.'’'’  “But  how  will 
you  play  it,  dear?”  In  a  few  minutes  one  of  the  larger 
children  stands  in  the  center  of  the  ring  with  his  arms 
spread  and  hanging.  A  wee  one  catches  his  hand  and 
skips  lightly  back  and  forth  under  his  arm,  pretending  to 
be  swinging  on  the  strong,  pendent  roots  and  under  the 
shade  of  the  mighty  banyan. 

Or  —  “Now  we  want  to  play  Cocoa  Palm.  You  be  the 
tree  ’way  up  on  the  beach.  I’ll  be  the  big  wave  coming  up 
this  way  with  my  arms,  and  these  little  ones  can  be  the 
wavelets  playing  on  the  shore!” 

When  the  children  played  The  Crickets  a  few  of 
them  hopped  about  on  the  floor  beating  their  folded  arms 
against  their  sides  and  imitating  the  sounds  of  the  insects, 
while  others,  representing  stars,  stood  on  chairs,  “twin¬ 
kling”  their  fingers  above  their  heads,  until,  with  a  flash 
of  sudden  revelation,  one  child  exclaimed,  “Why,  Miss 
Mary,  it’s  just  the  same,  it’s  just  the  same!” 

Sometimes  we  think  that  the  tender  sayings  and  touch¬ 
ing  sentiments  attributed  to  children  in  books  and  papers 
are  overdrawn  and  belong  to  older  hearts  than  those  of  the 
sometimes  rough-and-tumble  children  we  know.  But 
truth  is  more  refined  and  beautiful,  as  well  as  stranger, 
than  fiction.  Mother's  Jewels  found  a  ready  response 
in  such  declarations  as,  “We’ve  got  a  baby  at  our  house, 
and  of  course  Mother  loves  it  best!”  Children  are  the 
real  poems,  the  best  we  can  do  is  to  paraphrase  them. 
Thus  My  Heart's  a  Little  Bird-cage  is  only  putting  to 


music  the  thought  of  the  cherub  who  said,  “O  Miss  Mary, 
there’s  a  bird  in  my  heart  and  it  just  sings  and  sings  and 
sings!  I’m  so  happy!” 

In  just  so  far  as  children  can  live  the  life  of  the  trees, 
flowers,  and  animals  of  their  songs  will  they  enjoy  them 
and  get  good  from  them.  It  was  wonderful  to  me  to  see  a 
child  fold  himself  up  into  a  kiawe  seed  and  then  grow  up, 
clearly  showing  by  his  movements  that  he  had  caught  the 
idea  of  the  slow  and  steady  development  of  life. 

THE  COCOA  PALM  TREE . Page  i 

If  desired,  the  children  may  represent  a  grove  of  cocoa 
palms  —  each  leaning  at  a  slant  from  feet  up  —  the  weight 
of  the  body  being  carried  over  one  foot,  which  should  be 
advanced  and  a  little  to  one  side,  the  other  foot  simply 
touching  the  toe  to  the  floor  for  balance.  Swaying  arms 
will  represent  winds  and  waves.  The  sun  is  held  in  two 
hands  (fore-fingers  and  thumbs  making  a  circle)  up  to  one 
side,  while  the  rain  comes  down  with  hands  descending 
wrist  first  and  fingers  moving.  An  appropriate  gesture 
casts  the  shell  “on  the  sand.”  It  is  cradled  in  two  hands 
upon  which  little  cheeks  come  down  “sleeping  sound  and 
well.”  The  words  will  suggest  the  rest,  and,  of  course, 
action  —  whether  much  or  little  or  not  at  all  —  will  depend 
upon  the  taste  of  the  teacher  and  the  character  and  age  of 
the  class. 

It  is  not  known  why  the  cocoa  palm  usually  leans 
toward  the  sea,  as  it  often  does  so  against  the  prevailing 
wind. 

MAKING  A  LEI . Page  6 

Lei  (lay)  =  wreath.  I  lima  (ee-lee-mah).  Maile  (my-leh). 
Alyxia  olivae  formis.  The  making  and  giving  of  leis  is  a 
familiar  custom  among  Hawaiians. 

If  desired,  a  little  game  may  be  made  of  this  song.  Sev- 
•  eral  children  may  represent  different  flowers  growing  in  a 
garden.  One  child  may  pluck  the  “flowers”  and  string 
them  into  a  lei  by  joining  hands  to  form  a  circle  about 
another  child  who  represents  “mother.”  At  the  last,  the 
clasped  hands  are  raised  and  advanced  to  form  a  small 
circle  over  the  “mother’s”  head  or  about  her  neck. 
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NOTES 

THE  HALA  TREE . Page  9 

Hala  (Hah-lah)  =a  species  of  Pandanus. 

Aala  ka  hala!  (Ah-ah-lah  kah  hah-lah)  The  fragrant  hala! 
Aloha  (Ah-16-hah)  =  word  of  affectionate  greeting. 

He  waiwai  ka  hala!  (Heh  wy-wy  kah  ha-lah)  The  hala 
tree  is  useful  (valuable). 

CHINESE  NARCISSUS . Page  14 

Every  year  the  Chinese  in  our  country  import  from 
China  bulbs  of  narcissus  that  blossom  just  at  the  time  of 
their  New  Year  festival.  These  plants  in  full  bloom, 
standing  in  stone  or  glass  dishes  filled  with  white  pebbles 
and  water,  are  customary  gifts  of  Chinese  servants  to  the 
families  in  which  they  live. 


THE  CRICKETS . -  Page  19 

M anienie  (mah-nee-ah-nee-ah). 

THE  GRANDPA  TREE  .......  Page  20 

The  banyan  tree. 

SONGS  OF  THE  RICE . Page  22 


Whenever  practicable,  take  children  to  see  the  different 
stages  of  rice  cultivation  and  preparation  for  market. 
They  will  observe  with  interest  and  be  pleased  to  imitate 
the  manner  of  plowing,  sowing,  reaping,  etc. 

THE  KIAWE  TREl! . Page  30 

The  kiawe  (kee-ah-veh)  or  algaroba  tree  is  a  species  of 
acacia  that  was  introduced  into  the  Hawaiian  Islands  about 
1840  and,  especially  on  the  island  of  Oahu  (O-ah-hoo), 
has  become  a  very  common  and  most  welcome  tree.  Its 
shade  is  delicate,  its  growth  rapid,  its  wood  valuable  for 
fuel,  burning  when  green,  and  its  pods  a  rich  food  for 
animals. 

Kahili  (kah-hee-lee)  —  the  name  for  fly  brushes  much 
used  by  ancient  chiefs;  emblems  of  rank,  made  of  feathers 
often  rare  and  beautiful.  The  flower  of  the  kiawe  is  an 
almost  exact  representation  of  the  same. 

Children  will  enjoy  planting  the  seed  and  watching  the 
development  of  the  tree,  which  is  easy  of  cultivation.  The 
song  may  also  be  enacted. 


[  Continued  ] 

THE  RAINBOW  FLOWER . Page  32 

The  Lantana.  This  plant,  introduced  into  the  Hawaiian 
Islands  many  years  ago,  grows  to  the  height  of  eight  or 
ten  feet,  and  in  dense  thickets  covers  large  areas. 

This  song  may  be  used  with  new  children  in  kinder¬ 
garten  or  primary  school  as  a  guessing  game. 

IN  THE  MANGO  TREE . Page  35 

Mango  —  a  common  fruit  tree  growing  to  a  large  size. 
Waikiki  (Wy-kee-kee) — literally — hurrying  waters.  The 
name  of  a  district  and  the  favorite  bathing  resort  on  the 
coast  of  Oahu  (O-ah-hoo). 

THANKSGIVING  DAY . Page  40 

Sugar,  rice,  taro  (tah-ro)  Arum  esculentum,  and  coffee, 
—  chief  products  of  the  Hawaiian  Islands. 

THE  SLEEPING  TREES . Page  44 

Children  may  be  interested  to  observe  what  trees  close 
their  leaves  at  night-fall. 

MY  ROOM-MATE  IS  A  LIZARD  .  .  .  Page  51 

Lizards  and  spiders  are  not  unwelcome  in  houses,  as 
they  feed  upon  mosquitoes.  The  lizard  makes  a  queer 
sound  at  night  —  supposed  to  be  the  snapping  of  its  jaws, 
or  something  of  the  sort. 

THE  LAND  SHELLS . Page  54 

It  is  a  common  tradition  among  Hawaiians  that  one 
species  of  land  shells  (Achatinella),  found  in  the  woods, 
sings.  This  species  is  called,  from  the  alleged  fact,  pupu- 
kanioe  (poo-poo-kah-nee-oy)  or  singing  shells. 

ON  THE  MOUNTAIN . Page  55 

Written  on  the  Waianae  (Wy-ah-ny)  Mountains,  Oahu 
(O-ah-hoo).  Koa  (ko-ah),  Acacia  Koa;  a  native  forest  tree 
famous  for  its  fine  wood. 

DAY  BEFORE  CHRISTMAS . Page  56 

Maile  (my-leh)  Alyxia  olivae  formis.  Lei  (lay)  =wreath. 
Lehua  (leh-hoo-ah)  =  the  scarlet  blossom  of  the  Metro- 
sideros  Polymorpha  tree. 


NOTES  [  Continued  ] 


THE  AUKUU . Page  58 

The  Aukuu  (ow-koo)  —  a  fisher-bird.  Mauka  (mow-kah) 
—  toward  the  mountains;  a  common  word  in  giving  direc¬ 
tions. 

THE  BROWNIE  BABY . Page  60 

Strangely  enough,  ancient  Hawaiian  music  included  no 
lullabies.  The  hula  (dance)  used  in  the  refrain  seems, 


however,  suggestive  of  lullaby  use. 

THE  JACK-O’-LANTERN  TREE  ....  Page  70 
The  pa paia  (pah-py-yah)  tree  (Carica  papaya). 

THE  SUNFLOWER . Page  72 


A  very  tall  sunflower  planted  in  a  flower  pot  may  be 
brought  into  the  room,  inspiring  the  children  to  respect 
for  the  flower’s  queenly  bearing.  Or  one  child  may  be 
chosen  to  represent  the  sunflower.  Or  all  the  girls  may 
sing  the  part  of  the  sunflower,  and  the  boys  the  rest. 

TALE  OF  THE  TARO . Page  73 

Taro  (tah-ro),  Arum  esculentum.  From  this  plant  is 
made  poi  (po-ee)  the  chief  food  of  the  Hawaiian  people. 


AT  WAIKIKI . Page  74 

Waikiki  (Wy-kee-kee)  —  literally  —  hurrying  waters. 
Name  of  a  district  and  the  favorite  bathing  resort  on  the 
coast  of  Oahu  (O-ah-hoo).  Leahi  (Lay-ah-hee)  Hawaiian 
name  for  the  promontory  Diamond  Head.  Waianae 
(Wy-ah-ny)  —  name  of  a  range  of  mountains  on  the  island 
of  Oahu. 

The  words  of  “At  Waikiki”  were  inspired  by  Mr.  Ethel- 
bert  Nevin’s  A  Shepherd’s  Tale  in  the  volume  of  piano 
solos  In  Arcady.  If  desired,  children  may  be  trained  to 
recite  the  words  while  the  music  is  being  played.  The 
recitation  should  begin  with  the  fifth  measure. 

PLAYING  LADY . Page  76 

Leis  (lays)  =  wreaths.  I  lima  (ee-lee-mah),  Kamani  (kah- 
mah-nee),  Papaia  (pah-py-yah)  (Carica  papaya). 

STEAMER  DAY . Page  77 

Leis  (lays)  =  wreaths.  Maile  lei  (my-leh  lay)=wreath  of 
maile  (Alyxia  olivae  formis).  Aloha  Oe  (ah-lo-hah  oy)  — 
Love  to  you.  Hawaii  Ponoi  (Hah-wy-ee  po-no-ee)  —  name 
of  national  hymn. 
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